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speare's house, isn't it ?" it was asked innocently. " lies." " liver been there ?" " Noa." " How long has he been dead ?" " Dunno." " What did he do ? " " Dunno." " Did he not write ? " " Oh yes, he did stunmat." "What was it?" "Well, I think he writ Boiblc."
A pleasantry that both the players once contrived in Scotland, at the expense of an old waiter at a hotel, is of a higher order of merit than such hoaxes usually offer. At this country house they had noted that the spoons, forks, etc. seemed to be of silver, and with some artfully-designed emphasis they questioned him about the property. As soon as he had gone, out, they concealed all the plate, and, having rung the bell, jumped out of the window, which was close to the ground, and hid themselves in the shrubbery. The old man re-entered, and they heard his cries of rage and astonishment at the robbery, and at the disappearance of the supposed thieves. He then rushed from the room to summon the household. The rest of the story is worth giving in Irving's words, as reported by Mr. Hatton.
" We all crept back to the room, closed the window, drew down the blind, relighted the gas and our cigars, put each piece of silver back into its proper place, and sat down to wait for our bill. We could hear Sandy, at the top of his voice, telling the story of the robbery ; and in a few minutes we heard evidently the entire household coming pell-mell to the dining-room. Then our door was flung open ; but the crowd, instead of that numbers are to be suggested on theatrical principles, and that this representation of a crowd does not concern dramatic action at all.itious attempt, the management of the Avenue Theatre, where he introduced his theugh   the
